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SPAWN 103 SUMMARY 


Being a man of wealth and taste, Eric is a collector of war memorabilia. As his 
collection grows, he begins to look for one-of-a-kind items that no one else possesses. The 
clerk in the store is more than happy to show him just such an item: a Nazi lamp with a 
shade of human skin, adorned with a rose tattoo. After making the purchase, Eric goes 
home to admire his latest acquisition; however, Spawn awaits him, and reveals the secrets 
behind how the lamp came to be. 
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“ ‘BE NOT AFRAID,‘ 
SAYETH THE LORD. 
‘FOR I AM WITH 
YOU ALWAYS. * 


FIRST COMMUNITY CHURC 
OF MALICE 


SUNDAY: 
“AFTER THE STORM...” 


“TAM WITH YOU SiR ae a rg )/ 
ALWAYS... EVEN _ | es —_ ~ j 











WHEN WE THINK WE [2% 
ARE ALONE, EVEN (F 
| UNWORTHY, THE aN : 
Ki LORD IS ALWAYS 3 ; \ HME FOR? 
Sc = Sreone 
“THESE WORDS ARE 
WORTH REMEMBERING, RENEWS 
PARTICULARLY IN OUR THE BONDS OF 
TROUBLED TIMES. y ) ERIENDSHIP. 


—) 7 


EAT ff : SS \ : 


“OUR COMMUNITY HAS 
ENDURED MUCH... 
SUFFERED MUCH OF 
2 WE ARE 
i STRONGER FOR IT, 
AND I HOPE, WISER. 


\ 


1K ORTH. TREAT |. 
EACH OTHER WITH | 
KINONESS. 
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“GO, 
AND BE 
NOT 
AFRAID." 
































MIKEY MALOY KYW ALL THAT'S ; 
IS AFRAID. CHANGED. MIKEY 
AFRAID OF__ 5XX\\pi] (| ROCKS AT CATS. TEASING THE _ CAN TELL, EVEN 
MANY THINGS. YOLINGER BOYS. MEAN. RUDE. IE HE CAN'T. 

BUT MOSTLY, NN DISRESPECTFUL. BUT NOT EXPLAIN HOW. 
HE'S Gp DANGEROUS. | bo : 

















ES THE TOWN OF MALICE, 
= PENNSYLVANIA, IT 
HAPPENED OVER THE 
SUMMER 


ANYONE WITH 
EYES CANSEE 
1T: THE MILLER 
BOYS HAVE ‘ 
CHANGED. 








) UBLES” 
| CAME, WHEN THE 
DARK CLOUDS 
GATHERED IN THE 
MMER SKY. 


NO ONE_IN TOWN MANY DIED. OTHERS UT NOT 

1S SURE WHAT VANISHED WITHOUT A THE MILLER BOYS. 

HAPPENED, NO WORD. FOR THE THEY LIVE THEIR THE MILLER BOYS 
PEOPLE OF MALICE, LIVES IN DREAD ARE SCARED OF 


A NOW, THE HUMBLE, NOTHING. 
VOID. SOMETHING THEY } OREO 


TALK AROUND, BUT NEVER } PEOPLE OF 
DISCUSS DIRECTLY. MALICE. A QUIET, THEY HAVE SEEN 
= | UNSPOKEN FEAR THE LIGHT. 
“THERE See GLIDES BENEATH THEY HAVE SEEN 
WAS Ni MG, THEIR FRIENDLY THE FUTURE. 
8L00D... URS LLY CLG FACES AND 


HELPFUL 
DEMEANORS. 


y “GREAT 
CHURNING 
OCEANS OF 

\ BLOOD. "” 
~~ 


PSE OF 
RENT 


OR 
A DIFFE 
COLOR 























FIVE JET BLACK 





UP FROM 
WEED-CHOKED 
FIELD, THE 
STONES DREW 
PRESTON LIKE 
A MAGNET. 


THE OTHER KIDS WERE TOO SCARED 
TO PLAY IN WICK’S FIELD. THEY SAID 
THE STONES WERE HAUNTED. THE 
DEVIL'S RIGHT HAND THEY 
CALLED THEM. 


SENTRIES JUTTING 
ROM THE 


ALL OF WHICH MADE 
PRESTON MILLER EAGER TO 

GO. TO SHOW THE OTHER KIDS 
THAT NOTHING SCARED HIM. 















j THEY SHINED IN THE 

S| AFTERNOON SUN, 
THE GREAT BLACK [ 

L| SLABS. OPAQUE y 

NW) AND IMPENETRABLE, & 
COOL TO THE TOUCH, 
FLILL OF SECRETS 
AND MYSTERIES. 


i 
FEW 
SECRETS 
STAY 


HIDDEN 
FOREVER. 





CAN bli { 


















THEY ALWAYS 


HAVE AWAY. 
i OF WORKING 


THEMSELVES | 
OUT INTO 
THE OPEN. 


SS | 


Ss 
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; : | FLOATING THROUGH His 
THIS 1S HOW THE BLOOD STREAM, BURNING IN 
INEORMATION HIS VEINS LIKE A VIRUS, 
CAME TO , 
PRESTON MILLER. 


THEN CAME THE 
me VISIONS. LIKE A SLOW- 
§ MOTION MOVIE. 
VIEWED UNDERWATER. 
| DARK AND TERRIBLE 
AND UNMIS TAKABLY 
TRUE. 


WHEN MOC WOnrS 
| THE WHOLE WORLD 
4 LOOKED DIFFERENT A 
m TOHIM SOMEHOW, HE 
ZA KNEW THINGS NOONE & 
ELSE IN TOWN KNEW. 


Mile SC 


| SECRET THINGS. 


AND THEN A VOICE, LIKE 
ROLLING THUNDER: “KNOW 
WHAT I AM,“ /T SAID. 
"KNOW WHAT I CAN DO. 


HE COULDN’ 7 
Harcrorete, | TO TELL 


fom 





VERY GOOD. 























DARREN! 
DANIEL! 
THAT'S ENOUGH! 
I THINK YOU OWE 
MIKEY AN 
APOLOGY. WE'RE ALL 
WAITING 
FOR YOU. 


y CHOKING. We 
SHE’'S : 
CHOKING... 4a 








































































SQUEAL. 


THE TIME'S — 
COMING, PIG-BOY. Visa 
SOONER THAN 


YOU THINK. ‘f. 














BOYS? 
WHERE 
ARE YOU 
GOING? 























WORK ON OUR 
COSTUMES. 

HALLOWE’‘EN’S 
NEXT WEEK. 
































ALL RIGHT, 
THEN. BACK 
BY SUPPER, 

OKAY? 








AND BOYS... 
YOU BE GOOD, 
NOW. 












‘T'S HOT, MOIST BENEATH 
THE MASK. WARM TO THE 
TOUCH, LIKE A SECOND 
SKIN. ITSMELLS OF 
DEAD THINGS. 


THE VOICES TELL PRESTON 
TO BE PATIENT, BUT HEIS 
ANXIOUS. HUNGRY. 

L4 


TRICK OR 7 gui ee SUR recon, & 
Me. ee 


| 


TRACY, YOU 
LOOK GREAT. TOM, 
SAM... YOU TOO. AND 
IS THAT MIKEY UNDER 
THERE? 


YES MA‘AM., 
THANK YOU. 














SQUEAL, i 
PIG-BOY! XW 


OINK! OINK! 
PIGGY TO THE 
SLAUGHTER! 























“FOR IAM 
WITH YOU 
ALWAYS.” 


yp 


7 
me  \ 





TAM THE 
WOLF THAT HUNTS 
THE CHILD IN ITS 
CRIB. LT AMTAE 
DARKNESS THAT 
KNOWS NO DAWN: £:X 


You ARE THE 
A GAYE YAROUGH 
WHICH MY 
THUNDERS 
SHALL PASS. 








WITH EYES 
THAT ARE 
NOT HIS. 


U; 


THIS. 1S rea 

EVERYTHING ; j 
SHE EVER ! : 
WANTED. / | THE INFORMATION MOVES 


THROUGH HIS BLOOD, 


SEARING ANCIENT SECRETS 


Zi ONTO THE WALLS OF HIS 
7 VEINS, REMAKING HIM 


HE SPEAKS WORDS 
HE DOESN'T FULLY 
UNDERSTAND, 


TAM 


THIS THING THAT : 
STANDS BEFORE HIM. ‘ 
THIS SAD LITTLE SPECK 
WRAPPED IN A 
CRIMSON CLOAK, IS 
SOMEHOW FAMILIAR. 


li! ey 

Yi A MOMENT'S DISTRACTION, _ { 
a NOTHING MORE. A NUISANCE. 
GO 4 THORN IN HIS SKIN. 
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MIKEY SHUTS H1 
EYES AND WISHES /T 


ty 3 7H 
S THE TWINS 7 
NJ WATCH IN AWE. f AY Le 


PRESTON LAUGHS 


CAN'T BE SURE 
WHAT THEY. 
RE SEEING. 
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THIS 1S WHAT 
HE WAS BORN 
FOR. THIS tS 

HIS DESTINY. 


HE 1S THE 
LUCKIEST 
BOY TO 

| EVER LIVE. 


WILL BE 
GREATER 
THAN WORLDS. 





\\ ii 
\ 


is 
i i} if / 


FLA 
v 
5 ne 





Wer tT etl AG ee 
i i " i e : ii z Mo MTT dy | 
THE WORLD SPINS OFF_| ~ ite Q) PRESTONIS \jl 
{TS AXIS AND THE NIGHT . de AWARE OF ' 


SPLITS INTO JAGGED 
SHARDS AROUND HIM. 


DREAMED OF 
CRUMBLES 
INTO DUST. 





CARIST... 


HELP ME... 


SOMEONE... 


x 
u 
x 
u 


























MIEUKEY NEVER TOLD ANY- 


DANIEL AND DARREN SEEM |, 
| ONE WHAT HAPPENED 


; N\ 70 HAVE LOST EITHER THE 

TO HIM THAT HALLOWEEN N ABILITY OR THE WILLTO Ly 
NIGHT. NO ONE PRIED SPEAK. THEY UTTER SIMPLE § 
TOO DEEPLY. MALICE HAS { 
ENOUGH SECRETS TO KEEP. 


WHEN ASKED, AND AR 
; NEVER HEARD TO L AUCH. 
WHATEVER /T WAS, ered 
| /T WAS AGREED 
| THAT MIKEY MALOY 
WAS A VERY 
BRAVE BOY. 








SOMETHING DARK HAUNTS Ht. 
DREAMS, SOMETHING HE CAN'T 
PRESTON MILLER FELL WB GIVE A NAME TO. 

VICTIM TO SOME STRANGE | 

ILLNESS AND HAS NOT 

RETURNED TO SCHOOL. HE 

1§ CONSTANTLY COLD AND 

TERRIFIED OF THE DARK. 






HE CAN'T REMEMBER 
WHEN HE LAST HAD A 
GOOD NIGHT'S SLEEP. 





MMe IT WILL 7 a SS ‘Less ; 
HAUNT HIM. Yo 
ALL HIS DAYS. 





7 Or EH 





|S 





EMPIRA 





